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We had not much time to spare so we just walked on
and presently came on another ghyU, crossed the
bare plank bridge over it and were soon following the
zig-zag path up Dolly Wagon Pike. Half-way up
the Pike to our surprise we found a bench and took
a much-needed rest and refreshed ourselves with
what little we had with us. It was a scene strangely
wild, almost weird, that met my eyes as I sat and
looked round. Not a sound nor a sign of movement
anywhere. Not a tree nor any semblance of vegeta-
tion or colour except the dreary brown of mountain-
heather which served but to intensify the still
drearier brown of the scraggy, crumbling heights all
round. We had rested hardly twenty minutes when
we once again commenced our ascent, and it was
getting on for 2 p.m. when I reached the top of Dolly
Wagon. After that the track lay quite easy up and
down the broad mountain-summit and before long
we were up the dark brow of mighty Helvellyn.
Unfortunately it was rather misty up there and the
sun came out of the flying clouds but fitfully, and
so we got, as the mists cleared up for a few moments,
a glimpse or two of the gleaming lakes and blue
valleys far, far down in the basin of the enclosing
mountains. But now came the ticklish part of the
job. We intended going down by the Striding Edge,
and when first I saw the Edge from a distance it
appeared so very jagged and narrow and so perilously
precipitous, with a sheer drop of hundreds of.feet
on either side, that I was taken aback for a moment
and told my companion it was inconceivable that
there could possibly be any track on it and, if there